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of the stove and watched her movements in a state
of terror.

Rising from the chair she slowly made her way to-
wards her own corner, lay down on the bed, and wiped
her perspiring face with a handkerchief.    Her hands
moved uncertainly; twice  she missed her face  and
touched the pillow instead.
"Give me some water. . . ."
I scooped some water out of a pail with a cup, and
lifting her head with difficulty, she drank a little.
Then she pushed my hand away with her cold hand,
and drew a deep breath.    Then after looking at the
corner where the icon was, she turned her eyes on me,
moved her lips as if she were smiling, and slowly let
her long lashes droop over her eyes.    Her elbows were
pressed closely against her sides, and her hands, on
which the fingers were weakly twitching, crept about
her chest, moving towards her throat.    A shadow fell
upon her face, invading every part of it, staining the
skin yellow, sharpening the nose.    Her mouth was
open as if she were amazed at something, but her
breathing was not audible.    I stood, for how long I
do not know, by my mother's bedside, with the cup in
my hand, watching her face grow frozen and gray.

When grandfather came in I said to him:

"Mother is dead/*

He glanced at the bed.
